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In Chancery (1920) takes its name from the legal condition
of Soames and Irene at the outset of the story in 1900; for fourteen
years, since she left him after Bosinney's death, they have lived
apart, hut as neither has sought divorce, they remain man and
wife in the eyes of the law. Soames now feels an urgent need for
a son and heir to inherit his property; he has an eye on Annette,
the pretty daughter of a French restaurant-proprietress, but
recoiling from the scandal of the divorce necessary to obtain
legal possession of her, he seeks reconciliation with Irene, who
feels nausea at the idea. She seeks advice from no-longer-Young
Jolyon, her trustee under Old Jolyon's will, love develops between
the widower of fifty and the beautiful woman of thirty-eight,
they are driven together by Soames's pursuit of Irene, and finally
Soames "takes steps". Following divorce, Irene marries Jolyon
and Soames his Annette, and there is a flutter "on Forsyte
'Change" at Timothy's in the Bayswater Road when Irene gives
birth to a son much too soon after marriage. Such is the main
theme, but there is much besides. Soames has many other
worries; his brother-in-law Montague Dartie, the prize bounder,
exceeds " the limit" by going off with his wife's pearls and a
Spanish dancer; declining to plead cruelty or adultery for her
children's sake, Winifred Dartie sues for restitution of conjugal
rights as a prelude to divorce; her son Val Dartie falls in love
with Jolyon's daughter Holly. Above all, there is old James
Forsyte, approaching second childhood and worrying because
"nobody tells me anything", a continual source of trouble to
Soames because "James mustn't be told" anything of the woes
besetting his family. When Winifred informs her mother of
Dartie's return, they agree it's "no good fussing" and Emily
undertakes to tell James, but then they "see the disaster in the
corridor".

"There, attracted by light from a room never lighted,
James was standing with his dun-coloured camel-haired shawl
folded about him, so that his arms were not free and his
silvered head looked cut off from his fashionably trousered legs
as if by an expanse of desert. He stood, inimitably stork-like,
with an. expression as if he saw before him. a frog too large to
swallow.